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“What Fools Ghese Mortals Be!”’ 


T Is difficult to get indignant over the “ brutal” treatment of 
home-coming Americans by Collector Loeb’s Custom House 
“tyrants.” Many of those who go abroad belong to that 
class whom the High Protective Tariff, in one form or an- 

other, has made rich at the expense of the masses. The masses 
pay their tariff taxes every time they buy food and clothing, as 
obedient, non-resisting little masses should; but the woolen man or 
the steel manufacturer, returning with his family from Europe, finds 
very irksome in the concrete the tariff which he so much admires in 
the abstract. There is no particular reason, however, why he should 
enjoy to the full the benefits of Protection when at home and be ex- 
empt from its little penalties while passing through the Custom 
House. A man who makes so much money out of the steel schedule 
or the wool schedule, for example, that he can afford to go abroad 
and purchase silks, furs, 
and diamonds should be 
gracefully glad, we think, 
to drop his mite in Coliec- 
tor Loeb’s basket. ‘The 
satisfaction of watching 
him do so is about the only 
benefit that many of us get 
out of this famed thing 
called Protection. 
‘e 

|v 1s regularly moved and 

seconded that, the next 
time a pageant or other 
celebration is projected for 
this town, the Board of 
Aldermen be taken in a 
body to North Brother or 
some other convenient 
island and kept there in 
close confinement, night 
and day, until the show is 
over. This would not in- 
sure absolutely the success 
of the affair, but it would 
help a whole lot. 
Tue Hon. Edward M. 

Shepard should lose 
no time in calling upon the 
Hon. William J. Gaynor 
and acquainting him with 
all the apologies, excuses, 
and campaign evasions 
which a “respectable” 
Tammany candidate for  2mcucxens 
Mayor must have at his 
tongue’s end. Mr. Shepard 
has no further need of them, 
and the Judge might find them 
extremely useful until November. 





IS TAFT THE ONE EXCEPTION? 


]NFORMATION wanted concerning a middle-aged American gen- 
tleman whose initials are T. R. Left this country some months 
ago, and when last heard of was living in Africa. 
fi 
“THERE HAS been a steady destruction of forests in this country, 
and at the lavish rate at which we Americans use trees for 
various purposes the supply of timber will be exhausted in twenty- 
five years,” says Gifford Pinchot in one of his incendiary addresses. 
Good heavens, Mr. Pinchot! Do you think twenty-five years are even 
as one day? Why, in twenty-five years we can grab enough tim- 
ber to build us chateaus in France or Abyssinia or Newport or 
anywhere else. In twenty-five years we can become rich enougli 
to marry our sons to actresses and our daughters to the very best 
remnant royalty. And after the twenty-five years are over let the 
next twenty-five take care 
of themselves. If we 
coddle the coming genera- 
tions by looking out for 
their rights what is to be- 
come of that cradle of all 
great men—the Hard 
School of Poverty? Bah! 
Mr. Pinchot, bah! 
Xe 
“fr Peary had told me to 
go to hell I would 
have gone there.” No, 
this is not Dr. Cook talk- 
ing. It is merely bluff 
Captain Bartlett of the good 
ship Roosevelt. 
i: 
Tue celebrated grand- 
opera singer protests 
that she is going to become 
anun. Publicity! Public- 
ity! What crimes are com- 
mitted in thy name! 
= 
THEY WERE true old salts 
who went North with 
Peary. Before they ’d been 
back in New York two 
days three of them were 
sandbagged. 
_ 
WE REGARDED Brooklyn 
as the luckiest borough 
ever when we read that it 
had but twenty of the fifty 
floats for its historical 
pageant. Richmond Bor- 
ough, however, was _ luekier 


‘*HeE THAT TOUCHETH PircH SHALL BE DEFILED THEREWITH.” than Brooklyn. Richmond saw 


—Ecclesiasticus xiii, 2. but four of the floats. 















































HOW THEY WENT. 


EN-and-twenty show-girls standing ina line; 
One was “ pinched”’ for speeding, then there were twenty-nine. 


One went taxicab- 
bing, twenty- 
one now. 





One-and-twenty show girls, pippins every 
one. 
Show struck Pittsburg —then there were 
none. Arthur D. Pratt. 
od 
A: SENSIBLE STAND, 
bt re PESTER de Lawd!” senten- 
tiously said good old Parson Bag- 
ster during a recent sermon. “Don’t 
pick at him in yo’ pra’rs. Give de 
Lawd credit for havin’ as much sense 
as yo’ flatters yo’se’f yo’ has got! 
Some folks ’pears to think dat pra’r 
am dess a way 0’ teasin’ an’ tawment- 
in’ blessin’s out’n de Lawd, and dey 
whickers, and whines, and mowls 
‘round, under de depression dat de 
longer and louder dey teases de mo’ 
dey’ll git. 

“Some on ’em ’magines dey has to 
start an argymunt wid de Almighty to 
git deir rights, and de harder dey jow- 
ers de mo’ likely dey is to git suppin’. 
Udders, ag’in, dess r’ars back an’ hollers 
like dey ’magines de Lawd was a blind 
hoss. An’ a good many seems to con- 


sider dat de Lawd isn’t never been no 
place nor seed nuthin’, an’ dey waxes 
confidential like one o’ dese yuh oily 
white men dat wants to sell yo’ a Booker ; 
T. Washin’ton wid a gold frame, or a fancy clock wid a pop-out 
Hook-oo!’ now an’ ag’in. 
‘pears to ’magine dat de Lawd never reads de newspapers, an’ 


dat hollers ‘Hook-oo! 





ae 


of society... . . The past is the hold-up 

man of ambition... .. Good fellowship is 

FUTURE FRONT DOORS. the firebug of sobriety. . . . Conscience is 

Tue GirL.—Good night, Mr. Flylate!) Thank the sneak-thief of contentment... . . The 
you so much for bringing me home. bore is the pickpocket of patience... .. 
The college-boy is the check-kiter of hu- 

mor... .The firecracker is the pirate of peace. . . - The welsh rabbit is 

And some _ the ghoul of sleep... . . Hard luck is the shoplifter of hope... .. Bad 


NEWS AS 


ee 


Nine-and-twenty show-girls, fair to contemplate; 
One sang slightly off the key, then there were 
twenty-eight. 


Eight-and-twenty show-girls, “artistes’’ through 
and through ; 
Six of ’em got speaking parts: 
(“1 adore brokers.” 
“ Mine came from Paquin’s.”’ 
“Tee-hee-hee! ” 
“ Wine, please.”’ 
“Who is Peroxide? 
“Oh, girls, here comes Willy now !’’) then 
there were twenty-two. 


A wine agent?” 


Two-and-twenty show-girls, graceful as a cow; 


PUCK 


dey feels ’bleeged to tell 


Him everything. 


“ Dess git de great troof 
fixed in yo’ heads dat de 
Lawd has got good sense; aa art eesti rattan werent 
go to him’ like one gen- Hl, uy weakly (Ih) | 
‘leman to a-nudder, state | | 
yo’ bidness in a plain, sim- 
ilar way, make yo’ man- 
ners, take yo’ hat an’ go. — 
Dat’s de way to pray!” 


Tom P. Morgan. 
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Ferocious RoosEVELt RHINO, MADDENED BY ATTACKS, ABOUT 
TO CHARGE ON His TORMENTORS. 


' 








HONOR AND TARIFFS. 
rT revision with respect to lemons should be 
upward rather than downward, nearly concerns 
the national honor, it appears. 
instance. A very low scale of wages prevails in Japan, 





cooking is the sandbagger of civility. 


PHOTOGRAPHED. 


_ —_— 


MAGNIFICENT AND INSPIRING SPECTACLE OF THE ELABORATE 

























































Take Japan, for 


THE DEADLY AIRSHIP. 


“Folks kin ride in them 
things if they want ter, but 
they ‘ll never git me inter 
one of 'em, b’ gosh ! 


and inasmuch as pauper 
labor is the evil which the 
tariff aims chiefly to guard 
us against, there is sound reason for such 
a schedule as will throw every difficulty 
in the way of our being handed a lemon 
from that quarter. 

To say that such logic does n’t track 
is but to quibble. Logic that does n't 
track is more and more the sine gua 
non and vade mecum of constructive 
statesmanship, being scarcely less essen- 
tial, indeed, than the moral ideas which 
came in right after the Civil War, and 
which have withheld us, in so many in- 
stances, from perishing from off the face 
of the earth. 


SAD. 


T= REASON I don’t like thee, Dr. Fell, 
Is one of two: 
(a) I don’t know thee very well, 
Or (6) I do 


EPIGRAM CRIMINAL CODE. 


pry co ge is the thief of time. 
...Curiosity is the porch-climber 


ew ee ne ne ey on 





BATTLESHIP MANEUVERS. 
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MOTHER AND SON. 


GossiPING OLD MARE.—You see, she was always terribly afraid of 


~ 


automobiles. Folbert. 
SO ere Powe A “ He’s a hop-toad!” says Colter with killing satire. 
THE EPITHETICAL CONFLICT. ~ A tenghodyte! 
: 3 “A gargoyle! 
NYBODY CAN SWEAR— profane swearin’, I mean. It don’t “ A spidge!” 


take nothin’ but a plain fool that lets his tongue 


language that wud go in print, or even in 


who had once came from college. ‘They had 

came quick, too, for though they was said to 

be popular with the students, they did not 
meet with the full appro—app—approbation of 

the faculty. 

I have said that there was two young men, and there 
was also one girl. Never does seem to be one girl that 
there ain’t two young men. They was some popular with 
each other, these two young men; drank together, sobered 
up together— David and Jonathan— until the girl come 
back from finishing-school. Then they was colder to’rds 
one another, and then they was hot to’rds one another. 
Which, I have observed, is frequent the way of young 
men. 

It was at a baseball game, which same they was both 
takin’ the young lady to, that people first realized that 
these two ordinary young men was geniuses. It was love 
that done it, —love and the umpire. ‘The home team was 
playin’ a nine from Cut Bank, and the decisions of the 
umpire was of a kind that only an extraordinarily gifted per- 


son could discuss, adequate, while ladies were present. Colter, 
the youngest of the men, began it by callin’ the ump a robber. 

Now, in that there was nothin’ strange or startlin’ a-tall, and 
Folbert, the other young man, remarked that the umpire was a 
piffling whiffle from Futileville. That attracted some attention and 


a murmur of applause. 


Figuratively speakin’, as the writers sav, that made Colter hitch 


calling the arbiter of balls and strikes a fatuous incubus. 
Folbert boosts him back with “imbecile incompetent.” 


loose and that has traveled with a lot of low-grade and Folbert, losin’ his stride, is weakly calculatin’ that the ump is a 
folks all his life to rid his system of a bunch of in- _ jellyfish, when all of a sudden the ump breaks in himself: 
digo cuss-words. But the guy that can talk con- 


tinuous and uncomplimentary about another gen- — 
tleman, and at the same time produce a line of = 


.the 
presence of refined and cultured ladies—such a 
feller is a genius of a rare and most eg-regious sort. 

Now, in Chestnut there was two young men 





PUCK 


Back comes Folbert hard with “supreme demonstrator of the possi- 


bilities of an exaggerated ego.” 

Colter studied his hand a minute, and no one breathed 
while he did it, and then he raised again with “sublimely 
conscienceless perpetrator of inconceivable and outrageous 
asininities.” 

The game was forgotten and the players, with all the 
spectators, was gathered about the two young men. The 
ump, who was the cause of the exhibition, was elected judge 
to decide which was the best at callin’ him things, and the 
contest went on. 

Folbert was some staggered by that last one of Colter’s, 
but he did a bit of quick thinkin’, and then suggested that 
the ump was an “antediluvian bungler who ought to be 
judgin’ pterodactyls in the palzozoic slime.” 

Colter whooped the pot up several thousand years, and 
opined that the ump was “a lout, a yokel, a churl, a-wallowin’ 
in the ooze of his own abysmal ineptitude.” 

The crowd cheered, and the bartender of the Blue Bell 
saloon offered three to two on Colter. The landlord of the 
Cowboys’ Rest took him up. Money was flashed on all sides, 
and the girl gazed proudly at both her suitors and egged 
them on. 

Folbert went back to the mists of antiquity and suggested 
that the umpire ought to return to his mummy-case and re- 
main pickled for another ten thousand years. This was hissed 
by the crowd as not quite up to the standard. 

“He’s a ossified relic of the Pliocene Age,” says Colter, 

“with the intelligence of a clam.” , 
“Take out his brains and they'll leave no hole!” says 


run “‘Weltering hunk of porcine proclivities!” concludes Colter, 


























“OUR GRADUATES MAKE BIG MONEY.” 


up to the table and look closer at his hand. He whoops a little by HEAD oF FirM (to faithful bookkeeper).—1 am very sorry, 


Mr. Penn, but we will not be able to send you on the road this year 
as we expected. We have just engaged Mr. J. Oscar Hay, of Middle 


Colter saw that and raised with “pompous propounder of Center, Vermont, a graduate of Piffle’s Correspondence School of 


subtleties.” 


Salesmanship, at a salary of ten thousand a year. 











business. 








ad business well stuck to, that is until it gets to be big business, is good 
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OLD FOLKS. 
‘*JIM, ! { GRANDFATHER!”’ 

You’RE A 
‘JENNY, 3 GRANDMOTHER!” 


“Fergit it, fergit it!” he says. “I ain’t goin’ to lower myself 
decidin’ which of you two geeks with your pidgerines and your 
troggledikes is callin’ me the best brand of seminary language. 

“ What for would a man what had any respect for himself try 
to arbitrate about the speech of two such bandy-legged, rabbit- 
chinned, watery-eyed pin- 
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lodyte, will you? Coyotes would n’t nose you if you lay on the prairie 
a week after somebody shot you for a chipmunk, you Little Lord 
Fauntleroys, you fruit lemonades, you powder-puffs! Call me an 
incubus will you, you unfinished caterpillars ! 

“Go on, spill your English around the tea-tables and the 
charity balls, waft your perfumed pothooks about the mazy con- 
servatories, but don’t come to a real, common, rough-and-everyday 
man like me, with your 





heads as you? Go learna 
few expressions from yer 
maiden aunt. Say, you ’re 
so slow that every time 
you blow your nose your 
heart stops. Pound your 
chest and you’d die of 
spinal trouble. Why, you 
baby-cheeked pair of Fluffy 
Ruffleses, if I had a palm- 
leaf fan I’d blow you 
‘away. Hitch one of you 
on each end of a cigarette 
paper and you couldn't 
even stretch it. 

* Honest, you pink-pa- 
jama boys, you little lovin’ 
lovely Lizzies, you Char- 
lotte-Russe children, sink 
it, sink it! Language! 
What do you know about 
language? You ought to 
be givin’ the key on a jews- 
harp to the choir-leader in 








the Little Church Around FRIENDSHIP. doubted the real value of a 
If you ain’t got no more use for that first-class classical education. 
call me a toad, call me a trog- cheese, you might just shove it out to us! Berton Braley. 


the Corner. Call me a robber, THE OUTSIDERS.—Say, Bill! 
























thimble - brained, maiden- 
voiced, Seven Sunderland 
Sisters’ baby talk! Oh, 
feathers!” 

Jest then there was a cry 
of joy, and the girl throws 
herself into the astonished 
ump’s arms. 

“Oh, Jim!” she weeps, 
“oh, Jim! to think that we 
ever quarreled! And I 
didn’t know you! But 
you’ve shaved off your 
beard since you was teach- 
in’ English in the prep 
school !” 

And so the ump was 
given the prize by the 
unanimous vote of the 
crowd, all bets was de- 
clared off, and Colter and 
Folbert went away with 
their heads hangin’ down. 
And since then I ’ve never 
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IN-SIN-SERE OCTOBER. 


ERE’S to you, blithe October! 
Mid the bright leaves’ pageantree. 
Why do people call you “ sober”? 
‘You're intoxicating me! 
Why, your very wind’s a bracer, 
Whiskyng on its reckless way, 
With a ginger air for ‘‘ chaser,” 
And “ good health” for sad or gay. 


“From the wood,” old Earth, the brewster, 
Draws the good sap’s ruddy ale; 
Later now the rising rooster 
Poureth forth his dry cock-tale. 
What could better cheer a body ’ 
Than the first frost’s morning “nip’’? 
Who has had a snappier toddy 
Than the hearth-fire’s evening “flip ’’ ? 


From the stage, amid the glad lights, 
Wine of laughter bubbles clear, 

In old Broadway's merry ‘‘ad’’ lights 
Foams the rich electric beer. 

On our streets the tight campaigner’s 

Oratory ’s now on tap; 

Under Tammany’s retainers 
Gangsters brew the voteful scrap. 


So here ’s to you, blithe October, 
With your gay leaves’ tipsy dance, 
Masking ’neath the name of “ sober ” 
Your benign intemperance ! 
When — an if we live to see it — 
Suffrage turns the whole world “ dry,” 
Still one month each year we’ll spree it, 


Boon October, you and I! Chester Firkins 


HE BLOOD of martyrs is the seed of the Church, but that isn’t 
the seed that so many churches are going to. 


OTHERS WORSE OFF. 


ONE OF THE GEESE (to the other).—Say, neighbor, we’re 
not treated so badly after all,-are we? 


against his neighbor. 
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FATHER’S OPPORTUNITY. 
Percy.—As soon as I am through college, father, you will be . 


able to retiah, and I can take your place at the helm. 





THE DOLLAR-MARK. 


MM’ MONEYBELT arrived on the Moneyfania at 10:42 this 
morning. His $20,000 yacht drew alongside the vessel in 


the harbor, and Mr. Moneybelt was helped aboard by his $7,000 
secretary, where his daughter printed a $100,000 kiss upon his 
lips. After stroking his daughter’s $500 Spitz a moment, he greeted 


his $3,000 yachting engineer. To newspaper men 


oY Mr. Moneybelt said that his $200 champagne 
/ baths and $40 sun baths had done him a world 
of good. 


Mr. Moneybelt was then hurried to his 
$2,000,000 country estate by a $12,000 auto- 
mobile, where he was put on a $9,000 inclined 
railway, and was escorted up the $4,000 imported 
stone steps by his $12,000 private physician. 
There Mr. Moneybelt was welcomed by his $6,000 
head butler, by his $4,000 coachman, and his 
$1,000,000 wife, and by his $666,666.6624 son 
whom he greeted affectionately. Then his $5,000 
second secretary closed the door against the news- 
paper men and gave out the official statement that 
Mr. Moneybelt had enjoyed his home-coming. 


STRANGE! 


i bess educated man thinks it is funny when he 
tells a newsboy: ‘I can’t read English.” 

The girl thinks it is ’cute when she tells the 
postman: “I don’t like you any more ’cause you 
did n’t bring me a letter.” 

Acquaintances ask newspaper reporters: 
“Which is your ambition, to edit a magazine or to 
write a drama ?” 

Every man asks every actor he ever meets: “Is 
it true that Elsie Janis is the youngest star on the 
_ American stage to-day?” 

The housewife thinks she might possibly get a negative answer 
when she inquires of the grocer: “Are those eggs fresh?” People 


can never learn that the function of language is to express ideas. 


GOOD MAN may be as full of fight as a bad man, but with the 
difference that more of it is directed against himself, and less 








Oo” realize that a woman has no sense of humor, just try to humor her, 


















One can understand why Maple and Laurel 
and Pine and Elm and Magnolia Streets look 


like this —— 














this way 





AN ARCTIC EXCELSIOR. 


HE Shades of night were falling fast 
As through the Arctic regions passed 
A man who bore, ’mid snow and ice, 
A hammer with this strange device: 
“ DocCooksaliar !”’ 


“Try not the mud !’’ the old man said; 
“Present the proof and. close your head; 
The lecture platform ’s deep and wide!” 
And loud the clarion voice replied : 

“ DocCooksaliar !”’ 


“Beware the Ananias herd! 
Beware the short-and-ugly word!” 
This was the public’s last Good-night. 
A voice replied, far down the height: 
- “ DocCooksaliar !”’ 






earthquake ! 
too! 


SOLE-MATES. 


As WELL MATCHED AS Most 


just the boys. 
SOUL-MATES. 


FANTASY 


“Faith an’ I do! 
if yez were bankrupt!” 


“JT just came out here in the kitchen to announce that 
after this month your salary will be fifty dollars instead of twenty- 


five dollars.” 
“ Glory be! 
want no more afternoons out!” 


Or why Broadway and Market Street look 


A has-been of Chautauquas’ round, 
Beneath oblivion’s snow was found 
Still grasping, in his hand of ice, 
That hammer with the strange device: 
“ DocCooksaliar !” 


% 


LIVELY LAZARUSES. 


TARTLED Visitor. -— Gracious! 
What’s that? 
The plaster is falling, 


Mitp Mater. — Oh, no. 


Two of them are 
sick in bed to-day. 


IN A FLAT. 


“ Dripcer, I sincerely hope you like living with us ?” 
I’d not lave yez—no, not even 


And me just goin’ to come in and tell yez I 
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STREETS 


Or why Emerson “and Homer and Euclid 
Avenues look like this 





NEW SPORT. 


| ‘ar Man.—Shooting at airships ? 
FARMER.—Yep; trying to bring 
down sumpin’ to trim Mirandy’s hat. 





7 ganna! can 
4, Smataec- 


WHY SHE LEFT. 
SY us Opportunity knock at 
door?” 
“Yes, but the cook always main- 


tained that it wasn’t her place to 
answer it.” 


your 


geen oft betrays the man, but 
the woman who will let apparel 
betray her is relatively rare. 


But why should the only important business 
block in town grow up on the corner of McGee 
and Jones Streets ? 


Win. Rubl. 


Whi 


Danny 
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Must be an 


It’s 


HAD TO BE SHOWN. 
ONE OF THEM.— Why did you show him the door? 
THE OTHER.—He was from Missouri. 
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THE PUCK PRESS 


Bi THE GEANEF 


FORMERLY THE IMPRESSION PREVAILED @T Tuis G, 














WE GEANER. 


EVAILED @T THis GenTLEMAN OWNED THE FIELD. 




















‘In the nick-carter of time.” 











PUCK 


e e Needed the rain-coat in his business. Well, and when the 
Q@ OMS cowboys come riding furiously along, with Sliver last of all 
on a mule, Garsofa was ’way ahead, and it did n’t much 


look as if they would ever get him. It kept getting darker 
and rougher, but the pursuers finally drew up so close that 


Garsona rode his horse up the face of a pretty steep bluff, 
and the cowboys missed him and went right ahead. By 





MEXICANS are villains! I never 
saw one that wasn’t, and I 
reckon I’ve seen forty. I can’t 
imagine a Mexican being engaged in 
anything but the villain business, and as 
far as I can learn that’s all they do. 
_—— There’s villains of other kinds, o’ course, 
but the villainous Mexican is the best of ’em all. A count makes a 
pretty fair scoundrel, and a marquis is even better; but neither of 
’em is as satisfactory as a Mexican. Silk hats and Prince Albert 
coats might be worn by respectable gentlemen, but the Mexican 
velvet jacket and flowing sash could never adorn anybody but a 
natural-born cuss; and noblemen, even when they have been bad 
all their lives, smoke tailor-made cigarettes, while the Mexican rolls 
his with a flip of the thumb and finger that is-little less than devil- 
ish—no honest man has time to learn to be that slick. 

You ought to have seen Garsona at the Sun Dance Ranch—the 
way he done. Dog-gone him!—he first fell in love with Nona, the 
pretty daughter of Colonel Cranston—chin-whiskered old feller— 
owner of the ranch. So did Jack Brand, the stalwart foreman, 
and all the rest of the cowboys, including Sliver, who was fat and 
very funny every time he got half killed; but they all knew that 
Nona was in love with Hal Standish, the handsome young East- 
erner. Garsona knew it, too, for he had lived on a ranch a long 
time and understood how such things always go. But, confound 
him, he just stuck around and made trouble. He certainly had a 
mean and ornery disposition ! 

Well, sir!’ When Jack proposed, in an humble but manly 

way, and Nona gently rejected him, and he 
first turned hopelessly away and then turned 
back and promised to be her friend for 
life, Garsona, who was hiding near by as 
usual, just stayed and gloated. And 
when Nona falteringly told Jack of her 
love for Hal, the villainous Mexican 
made the most awful faces, and fin- 
gered his knife terribly. Pretty soon, 
out in the courtyard, he sees Sliver, the 
fat cowboy, asleep on a bench in the 
shade of the arbor, and it’s all Hie can 
do to keep from sticking his knife 
into Aim, just because he’s handy. 

I believe he would have done 

it too, if Hal Standish had n’t 
come out and sat down by 

the table with his feet sticking 
out and begun to tenderly re- 
gard Nona’s photograph. This was more than 
Garsona could stand, and he crept up like a pan- 
ther and stumbled over Hal's feet, and hissing that 
Hal had tried to insult him, he pulled out his 
knife and would have cut Hal’s throat if Jack 
had n’t appeared in the nick-carter of time and 
clapped a pistol to his head. ‘Then, as he was 
slinking away, Sliver woke up and kicked him, 
which was funny and also mighty right. 

You’d think, after all that, he ’d understand 
that he was all through there, but he didn’t. He 
turned up again that night, and stole Nona bodily! 
She had been sitting on the Colonel’s knee, telling 
him of her love for Hal; and after the old man had 
blessed her and left to go to bed, that infernal Garsona 
got in at the window and grabbed her by the throat. They 
made so much noise, rousting around, that the Colonel 
rushed in with a pistol, and Garsofia just up and shot him— 
through the shoulder, as it afterward proved—and, holding 
Nona between himself and the cowboys, who rushed in and wanted 
to shoot but couldn’t, managed to get to the door with her and 
escape in the darkness with his lovely burden in his arms. 

‘There was the blamedest chase after that! Nona stayed ina 
swoon, and Garsofia carried her along on his horse with a rain-coat 
wrapped around her—o’ course she had other clothes on, but he 









the time they found they were on the wrong trail and had 
turned back he had mighty near eluded ’em for good. 

But, by-and-by, there he went, on foot along a narrow ledge 
witn Nona in his arms, wrapped in the rain-coat. 
He studied about a minute, and then climbed 
up higher and hid Nona in a cave, and came 
out and went on along the ledge with the 
rain-coat on his arm—he knew what 
he wanted to do with it. Well, the 
cowboys chased him, and he ran 
out on a foot-log across a deep 
abyss, holding the rain-coat in 
his arms in such a way that the 
cowboys thought of course it was 
Nona and didn’t dare to shoot. 
So he stopped right in the middle 
of the log, waved defiance at 
‘em, and hurled the supposed 
body of Nona down into the 
abyss, and then crossed the log, 
pried the end of it loose, and 

. : ** Garsona carried her along on 
tumbled it down into the chasm. hes eee” 
They shot at him all right as he ran 
up the bank, and because they saw him stumble they sure thought 
they had him. But you can’t hardly kill a Mexican! 

After Nona was found and restored to the arms of her lover 
they all went home, supposing they had seen the last of Garsona; 
but—shucks/ While they were having the wedding, out there in 
the yard, he slipped behind the arbor and kept glaring all the time 
the ceremony was going on. Nobody saw him but Jack Brand, 
and Ae wasn’t quite sure who ‘twas. But, to be on the safe 
side, Jack slipped behind the arbor and shot him in the head, just 
as Garsoha was lunging through the arbor with his knife to stab 
Hal in the back. And Garsofa plunged right through the arbor 
and fell forward on his stomach, and stubbed the knife into the 
ground. ‘The preacher was sort of miffed for a minute at having 
the wedding all mussed up that way. But pretty soon he lifted up 
his hands and showed that the way of the transgressor is hard, 
which was all such a cuss as Garsofa was good for. 

Yes, sir! ‘Them Mexicans are the biggest villains there is, but 
they do help out a moving-picture act a whole lot! 







Tom P. Morgan. 
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SAFEGUARD. 


‘*And you say that half the stock of your corporation is water?’ 

‘* Necessarily so— we have to sell that much of it to the general 
public in order that men like you may become identified with the 
property interests, and so have substantial reasons to oppose Social- 
ism and other suchlike vagaries.” 
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THE RICH AND US. 
HE man who owns a motor-car 
May see much less, though he go far, 
’T is exercise that gives us health, 
So envy not the man his wealth! 
(Nor need he envy us our talk — 
For we can’t ride, and he can walk.) 


Tudor Jenks. 


AT THE COUNTRY PARTY. 


ofyin’t Bud Jassack the awfullest case to 
carry on when he comes to a party? 
It’s too killin’ the way he cuts up. I 
think he’s awful cute. See him slip- 
pin’ a handful of beans down Jenny 
Clovertop’s back. Good! She’s 
boxed his ears! La, he’s comin’ 
over here! Now you Bud, you just 
behave yourself, sir, an’ don’t you 
—Bud/ If you ain't the awfullest 
case I ever—hee, hee, hee! You let my hairpins be, or I'll slap 
your jaws for you!” 

“ Will, eh?” 

“Yes, I just will. You see if I Bud! The idea of you 
pullin’ out my hairpins an’ lettin’ my hair tumble down like this! If 
you ain’t one case I can’t say it! You stop your tryin’ to tickle me 
with that straw or—hee, hee, hee, hee! I can’t bear to be tickled 
an’——” 

“ That’s why I’m ticklin’ of you.” 

“Tf you ain’t just mean to—hee, hee, hee! Oh, ah—yaw— 
yaw—hee—somebody make him stop ticklin’ me with that straw! 
If you ain’t one awful case to carry on! That’s right, Lib; slap his 
jaw for tryin’ to kiss you! You’d better clear out, smarty! Did you 
ever see his beat? If he ain’t cute I don’t know who is! See 
him ready to jerk that chair out from under Sally Clemm when she 
goes to set down, and—— 
‘There she sets, flat on the 
floor! Hee, hee, hee! Ain’t 
he the case? See Sally chasin’ 
him with a dipper o’ water! = 
Oh, la, see him dart under 
the bed! Hear him cryin’ to 4 
imitate a baby! ‘There, he’s ek <a 
crawled out an’ is runnin’ Se 3 










around on all-fours an’ bawlin’ ‘ Rf oe a 


like a calf! If he can’t do 
more cute things than—hee, fF 
hee, hee! Seems as if I would 
split laughin’! See him 
standing on his head in a 
corner! Oh, look at him 
settin’ in Janie Sourdock’s ae. T. \ 
lap, an’ you know how Janie ILK jj 
hates the boys, an’ how awful 1 
proper she is! She’s pullin’ 
his hair! La, hear him squeal A 
for all the world like a pig! | #¥ Ty = 
Oh, I shall die laughin’ if he / SY av doe 
don’t stop carryin’ on the Pe. = 
way he does! Here he comes o 
over here again! Now, you 
Bud you just 

“Just what ?” 

“Just behave yourself, 
sir!” 

“Don’t have to!” 

“Git your ears boxed if : : 
you don’t!” a, é, 

“ Who'll box ’em?” 

“T will, for 
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Bud! Xt he ain't jerked off ee 


one 0’ my slippers an’ is slap- 

pin’ ev’ry one with it! Of 

all the cute cases I ever did 

see You give me that slip- 
Per, a scamp, — Oh, he’s 








A HARD ONE TO PUT TOGETHER. 


Mr. KLusMAN.—Well, washer thinker that! Thought “Why, did your newspaper-boy 
th’ —— Puzzle fad had died out long a 























FOOTBALL ITEM. 


MEMBERS OF THE ’VARSITY SQUAD AT SECRET PRACTICE. 





stuck it in among Emmy Bing’s curls! If that ain’t the cutest 
trick I ever See Emmy grab it out an’ larrup him with it! 
Oh, see him stick out his foot an’ trip Emmy up! Trust him to 
come out ahead! Ain’t he the one to put life into a party? Cute 
ain’t no name for it! Oh, if he ain’t got on some girl’s hat an’ 
cloak! Say, did you ever in your life see his beat? Hee, hee, hee! 
If he does many more cute 
things I shall split! I’d die 
laughin’ if I was where he 
was all the time! Hee, hee, 








hee!” M. M. 
on ies A LONG TRAIN. 
Vg “( sneene Some one is 
standing on my train.” 
i “Wait, dear, and I ’ll tele- 
7 phone the ladies’ dressing- 
sd room on the third floor and 


tell them to get off at once.” 


VARIED FORMULA, 


“T} HE tell the whole 
truth ?” 

“Practically. He told the 
truth with a hole just large 


oes enough for him to crawl out 
— of it.” 


ORIGINALITY. 


Al = bs ’ Geumr? accept 


“He was so much more 
original than the other fel- 
lows.” 

“In what way ?” 
om : “ He was the one that asked 
me to be his wife!” 





THE REASON. 
6 W* attended church this 


morning.” 


miss you, too ?” 


Toa is the s science 0 of auatting: religion something about enbbet to get mad. 








A Larce RECEPTACLE. 


y~) “T watched your sister fixing her hair the other day,” said Mrs. Nagget, 
“and I must say she’s not the most refined person in the world.” 
“No?” replied her husband, with a belligerent air. “You don’t approve 
SELTZER ma 


“Well,” she retorted with a disdainful sniff, you never see me with my 

mouth full of hairpins.” 
“Of course not,” he snapped; “what do you want with so many hair- 
pins ?”—Catholic Standard. 
CURES 

HE A DACHES In THE Domino Facrory. 

, “ Hello, mate, ’ow is it you ain’t workin’ ?” 

¢ ¢ ¢ oo “ Well, it’s like this: I works in a domino factory, and | puts on the spots, 

10%,25¢,50 * & $129 Bottles. and they ’re making double blanks to-day !”—Zondon Opinion. 
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Safety Automatio 


REVOLVER 


Mee is not a revolver for you to make 
temporarily safe by throwing on or off 
some button or lever, but a revolver 

that we have made permanently and automatically safe by 
the patented exclusive Iver Johanson construction. 








Our Free Booklet, ‘‘Shots,”’ tells the whole story, Send your name on a postal—it wili 
be mailed free with our full catalogue. 


























“ih Iver Johnson Safety Hammer Revolver | Iver Johnson Safety Hammerless Revolver 

; | Richly nickeled, 22 cal. rim-fire or 32 Richly nickeled, 32 calibre center-fire, 

"i cal, center-fire, 3 in. barrel; or 38 cal. - $§ 3-inch barrel: or 38 calibre center-fire, $7 
4 center-fire, 34-inch barrel . 3%-inch barrel 

ay 





Sold by Hardware and Sporting ‘Goods dealers everywhere, or sent prepaid on 
receipt of price if dealer will not supply. Look for the owl's head on the 
grip and our name on the barrel. 


| Iver Johnson’s Arms & Cycle Works, 152 River St. Fitchburg, Mass. 


New Tock: 99 Chambers St. Hamb urg, Germany: Pickhuben 4 —— 
San Francisco: Phil B. Bekeart Oo., 717 Market St. 


THE IMPRESSIONABLE BILL-STICKER. 


—From Punch. 





} 
| 
1 
| Extra length barrel or blued finish at slight extra -_ 
| 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that | 
Abbott's Bitters be used in making it ; insures your | 
getting the very best. | 
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PUCK PROOFS ||; 


Photogravures from PUCK 


Compriehe 1906 by Keppler & Schwarzmann nd aR é These are but a few examples Copyright, 1906, by Keppler &Scbwarsmann 4 is ; z 

















¢ | of PUCK PROOFS. Send ! 
Ten Cents for Catalogue 
| with over Seventy Mini- 

| ature Reproductions. 


Copyright ,1908, by Keppler & Schwarymann 













































































SL 
| 4a N 
| EVOLUTION OF THE ENGAGEMENT RING. ifs 
ee J By Shef Clarke. Vx 
THE LOVE SCENE. Vasie Cities Vitae: sist, Photo Gelatine Print, 12x9 in. PRICE 25 CENTS. pis 
By Gordon H. Grant. PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. SE wa ete is 
it xs: 
COPYRIGHT, 1967, GY KEPPLER & SCHWARTHANN | 
i on : _— le 
} | ee 
wir’ 
hill 4 
\} 
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| i HUNGRY. and 
; SEL TINE ; By George Blake. _ Photogravure in Carbon Black, 8 x 11 fi (RE . ee 
A SUMMER CONSTELLATION.  Photogravure in Sepia, 1:x8in. - - hoi ’ siti: SO TOU 'RE GOING nos 2O-ORROW. wit] 
4 PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. By E. Frederick. 
ti By Gordon H. Grant. PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS Photogravure in Sepia, 20x15 in. PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 
i ner. 
‘ ( Trade supplied by Gubelman Publishing Company, 801 Third Avenue, New York Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 
him. 





ents 
ee 
a mJ = 








r- 











4 


MILWAUKEE 


Ask for it at the Club, 


Cafe or Buffet. 
Insist on “Blatz’’ 





Write the VaL. BLATZ BREWING Co., mentioning this paper, for their 
interesting booklet entitled: “A Genial Philosopher.” 





THE Lapy FROM INDIANA. 

‘Was she artistic ?” 

“Artistic? Was she artistic? I should say she was. She was so artistic 
that one day, when one of her peekaboo shirtwaists she had made herself fell 
into the pianola, she played two Beethoven rhapsodies with it before they dis- 
covered their mistake.”—Saturday Evening Post. 
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PLEASURE. 
—From Punch. 





Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott’s Bitters be used in making it; it insures your 
getting the very best. 





SMART DIPLOMACY. 


Once the Gaekwar of Baroda attended a Christmas ball at an English 
country house. He was introduced to a woman whose name he did not catch, 
and he asked her to dance with him. As they danced in the ballroom, hung 
with mistletoe and holly, he saw an officer who had once deceived him in India. 

“Do you see that man over there?” said the Gaekwar to his pretty part- 
ner. ‘Well, if there’s one man in the world I hate, it’s he.” 

“Yes?” said the woman. “ That’s my husband.” 

“Ves,” said the adroit Gaekwar. “Yes, of course. 
him.”— Tit. Bits. 


That’s why I hate 








No Hetp For Ir. 


The young benedict was experien- 
cing his first trouble. 

** My wife,” he said, “is so exceed- 
ingly nervous at night. She scarcely 
sleeps.” 

“Burglars ?” queried the old mar- | 
ried man. 

i. 

“Well, you have to expect that. 
My wife was that way. Every time| 
she heard a noise downstairs she ’d rout | 
me out and chase me down to inves- | 
tigate. After a time, however, | con- | 
vinced her that if a burglar ever did | 
get into the house he would n’t make 
any noise at all.” 

“Clever!” exclaimed the young 
one; “I'll try that.” 

* Don’t do it,” pleaded the old one, 
“for if your wife’s anything like mine | 
she’ll turn right about and worry 
every time she doesn’t hear a noise 
downstairs.” — Catholic Standard. 


His Kick. 

“ He is nearly crazy because his son 
wants to marry an actress.” 

“Is he so prejudiced against 
actresses?” 

“Quite the contrary.” 

“Then what is his kick ?” 

“ He wants to marry her himself!” 
—Houston Post. 


“My husband has been out late 
every evening this week attending 
important club meetings.” 

“Yes! So has mine—they belong 
to the same club, you know.” 

“Why, how queer! My husband 
says he has n’t seen your husband this 
Summer! ”— Cleveland Leader. 








FIVE CENTS 


wiesk, te 


Chiclets 


REALLY 
DELIGHTFUL 


Se eT eee 


JUST RIGHT AFTER DINNER 
Try Them! Giges*i ‘your 


neighborhood send us ten cents for 
a sample packet. Any gotoes will 
supply storekeepers with Chiclets, 
FRANK H. FLEER & COMPANY, Inc. 


Philadelphia, U.S. A., and Toronto, Canada. 












HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street \ 
Branca Wanknouse : 20 Beekman Street. j 


New Yous 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 















. 
gives a high, glowing,dur- 
polish 


able pelh toa metals, but the (EX 
Bar Keepers Friend 


Jasts, it will shine on! It benefits all metals, minerals of 

wood while cleaning them. 25 1 Jb box. For sale by drags 

and dealers. nd 2c stamp for sample to ‘ear 
Hoffman, 295 E. Washington St.,lnd' 






















COPYRIGAT, 1907, BY EEPPLER & SCHwaRrwann 
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THE ETERNAL QUESTION — 
“Which Gown Shall I Wear?” 
By Leighton Budd. 
Photogravure in Black, 8x 11 in. 


These are but two examples of 
PUCK PROOFS. Send Ten 
Cents for Catalogue with over 
Seventy Miniature Reproductions 


Address PUCK, 
Trade Supplied by 


Gubelman Publishing Company, 
801 Third Ave., New York. 








PRICE 25 CENTS. 


295-309 Lafayette St, 
New York 


Puck Proofs 


Photogravures from PUCK. 


Copyright, 1908, by Keppler & Sehwarmmann 
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THE FIRST AFFINITY. 
Ry Carl Hassmann, 
Photogravure in Carbon Black, 13 x 19% in. 
PRICE, ONE DOLLAR. 
Smaller size,8x11, 25 CENTS. 
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HIGHEST STANDARD 
OF THE 
AMERICAN 
GENTLEMAN'S 
WHISKEY 









Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. , 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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A RatLtroap CENTER. 
Cuurcu.—And what did you like 
so much about Chicago ? 
GoTHaM.—Why, there are so many 








ways of getting out of it!— Yonkers 
Statesman. 
Mrs. Fixem. —I don’t see what 


you men find in your club. 
Mr. Fixem.—It’s what we don’t 
find.—Adly Sloper’s. 


He.-— You needn’t fear the 
Apaches if I am with you. I’ma 
champion runner. If they attack us 
you should see how I would run for a 
policeman.—Pe Mele. 


“ Dip N’T some idiot propose to you 
before our marriage ?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“Then you ought to have married 
him.” 

“That’s just what I did!”— Bon 
Vivant. 


‘‘ Mamma,” said little Elsie, “‘ do men 
ever go to heaven?” 

“Why, of course, my dear. What 
makes you ask ?” 

“ Because I never see any pictures 
of angels with whiskers.” 

“Well,” said the mother thought- 
fully, “some men do go to heaven, 
but they get there by a close shave!” 
— Tit-Bits. 





GOUT & RHEUMATISM 


DRUGGISTS. 
OR 93 HENRY ST. BROOKLYN, N.Y. 








THE Most UseEFuL Too... 

“1’m going up into the mountains 
for a few weeks.” 

“Better take a snow- shovel with 
you.” 

“ Yes; but I may need a fan.” 

“That’s all right. It’s easier to 
fan with a snow-shovel than to shovel 
snow with a fan.”— Catholic Standard. 


Mrs. Haccie.—But these apples 
are all so green. 

HucksTEeR.—Well, ma’am, they ’re 
just from the country.— Baltimore 
American. 


WiTH hisses and groans the 
audience greeted the principal scene 
of the new drama. All hope, then, 
was at an end. 

“It’s hard to tell just what the 
public wants,” murmured the heart- 
broken playwright. 

“It’s easy enough to tell in this 
case,” said the manager grimly. “It 
wants its mone back!” — xchange. 


Freppy.—Papa, may I study elo- 
cution ? 

ProuD FaTHER.—Indeed you may, 
my son. You desire to become a 
great orator ? 

FrEpDpy.—Yes, that’s it. 

Proup FarHer.— And some day 
make the world ring with your elo- 
quence ? 

Freppy.—I should n’t care for that. 
I want to be an after-dinner speaker. 

ProuD FaTHER.—Ah, you are am- 
bitious for social distinction, are you ? 





Freppy.—No, I want the dinners. 


—Record-Herald. 





Golden Jabilee 








“Why do you allow your wife to 
pick your company ?” 

“She’s a good judge—she picked 
me.”—Philadelphia Star. 


“Is THAT your mother-in-law over 
there, smiling at you?” 

“No. If she’s smiling at me it 
isn’t my mother-in-law.”—Boston 
Herald. 


MapceE (froudly).—Did you see 
that handsome man I just danced 
with ? 

Kate.—Yes; he has a jealous wife 
who will allow him to dance only with 
the plainest girl in the room.—Boston 
Transcript. 





Philip Morris 
oc = Cigarettes 













A Bottled Delight 


The difference between CLUB 
COCKTAILS and the guess- 
work kind, is just the differ- 
ence between a real drink and 
an imitation. Get CLUB 
COCKTAILS from your dealer. 





Noblesse oblige — 
you'll smoke them! 


Martini (gin base) 
Manhattan (whis- 
key base) are 
always popular. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN 
& BRO. eS 
Hartford NewYork & 


CAM BRIDGE 25c 
- 


regular size 


AMBASSADOR 35c 
e 


after-dinner size 


WREAK RERR 


“The Little Brown Box’’ 





ARK MARMARA ARBER AAA ERE AE EERE RER EK 
MRL RAMA A REE R RENE ERE KEK AERERAEKAKEEE 
AR RAMA AREKKERKEE 








LitrLe WILLIE.—Say, Pa, what is a genius ? 
Pa.—A genius, my boy, is a person whom Nature lets in on the ground 
floor, but whom circumstances force to live in an attic.—Chicagu News. 


O’SHEA.—’Tis sthrange we never hear any more about that famous Filly- 
pino, Aggynaldo; I wonder what become av him? 

Muucany.—I’ll bet ye they ilicted him Vice-President of the Fillypines! 
— Sunday Magazine. 














PEARY.—Father Pole, will you put your name down in my autograph 
album ? 
Coox.—Father Pole, won’t you speak into my phonograph? 
PEARY AND CooK.—lIn case they won’t believe that we have met you! 
—De Amsterdammer. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 











Bunner’s Short Stories. 


«ee ILLUSTRATED.... 
SHORT SIXES. Stories to be Read while the Candle Burns. 


MORE SHORT SIXES. A Con- MADE IN FRANCE, French Tales 
tinuation of the above. Retold with a United States Twist. 


THE RUNAWAY BROWNS. A THE SUBURBAN SAGE. Stray 
Story of Small Stories. Notes and Comments on His Simple Life. 


Five volumes in cloth - $5.00 For sale by all booksellers, Address, 


or separate] or from the publishers on 
or separately} Per volume, in cloth, $1.00 or Ko of neick’ PUCK, N.Y. 





































New York Central Lines 
Grand Central Station 


(on subway, surface and “‘ L’’) is the only rail- 
road terminal in New York City. 

New York Central Lines, La Salle Street Station, 
is the only railroad terminal on the “‘ L’’ loop 
in Chicago. 

Between these stations is operated the famous 


20th Century Limited 


“It saves a business day” 





It is the fastest and best equipped long-distance 
train in the world. 


Leave Boston .. 1.00 p.m. | Leave Chicago . . 2.30 p.m. 
“ New York 330 p.m. | Arrive New York 9.30 a.m, 
Arrive Chicago . 830 a.m. | “Boston . I1.50 a.m. 


Tickets and Sleeping-Car A dations 


Railroad and Pullman tickets delivered by special 
representative on request from our offices: 1216 
Broadway, New York, ’Phone 6310 Madison; 180 
Clark Street, Chicago, "Phone 1661 Harrison; 
366 Washington Street, Boston, "Phone 2140 
Fort Hill. 




















WING to the many requests for the orig- 
inal drawings of pictures that have ap- 
peared in PUCK, the Publishers have 
decided to place them all on sale. These 
drawings by PUCK’S artists are in vari- 
ous methods, — pen-and-ink, “ wash,” 

crayon, pencil, etc. The original drawing 

is from three to four times as large as the 
printed reproduction. 

PUCK has a large selection of these 

drawings by his representative artists 

framed and on exhibition in his own art-gallery, Puck Building, 

Houston and Lafayette Streets, where you are cordially invited to 

inspect them at any time. The prices will vary. PUCK will 

gladly quote price on any drawing you may select. Refer us to 
it by giving page and number of PUCK in which it appeared. 

Price will include express charges to destination. 

This is an opportunity which many of the admirers of 

PUCK’S artists have long sought. 


Address PUCK, 
295-309 Lafayette Street, 
NEW YORK. 












Box 


Nickeled § 
Hinged {| 












THE RESOURCEFUL MARE, 


YW ay 
tL) OB Ogi = 


Vrouerei 



























i 


HORRORS OF THE WAR GAME. 
Enemy.—You are my prisoner. 
SERGEANT Binks. — Nonsense! 
How did you get here? 
EnemMy-—Over that bridge. 
SERGEANT.—Then, my dear fellow, 
vou are drowned. We blew up that 
bridge yesterday,—A//y Sloper’s. 





2 [|nderberg 
Worlds Best 


© Bitters 


Refreshing when 
tired, bracing and 
appetizing. Ask 
for it by name, as 
it is imitated. 

Sold Everywhere 


LUYTIES BROTHERS, 
U. 8S. Agents, New York, 











4 * Shavin 
Williams *sc2,° 
“The kind that won’t smart or dry on the face.” 


Seventy-five years ago men used 
Williams’ Shaving Soap because 
there was no other. To-day men use 
it because there is no other so perfect. 

Mailed by us postpaid on receipt of 2sc., if your 


druggist fails to supply you. Trial size (enough 
for 50 shaves) sent postpaid for 4c. in stamps. 


THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Dept. A, Glastonbury, Conn. 
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As SHE IS SPOKEN. 

“ English is a funny language, after 

all, isn’t it?” 
“Why so?” 

“| heard a man talking of a political | 


candidate the other day say: ‘If he 

only takes this stand when he runs| sponge cakes, please. 
he'll have a walk-over ’.”— Baltimore | 

American. 





for this gentleman.—Zondon Opinion. 
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EGYPTIAN 
CIGARETTE 
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BeTTER Pay SaFe. 
ESMERALDA.— How many times do 
you make a young man propose to 
you before you say Yes? 
GWENDOLEN. —If you have to make 
him propose, you’d better say Yes 
the first time.—Chicago Tribune. 





; —Fliegende Blatter. 





CLEAN LIVING. 
CusroMER.—A bath bun and two 


WaltREss.—Two sponges and a bath 
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